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Chapter 1
Waste Lands

[F THE reader will excuse me, I will say nothing of my antecedents, nor
of the circumstances which led me to leave my native country; the nar-
rative would be tedious to him and painful to myself. Suffice it, that
when [ left home it was with the intention of going to some new colony,
and either finding, or even perhaps purchasing, waste crown-land suit-
able for cattle or sheep farming, by which means I thought that I could
better my fortunes more mptdﬁ than in England.

It will be seen that I did not succeed in my design, and that however
much | may have met with what was new and strange, | have been
unable to reap any pecuniary advantage.

It is true, I imagine myself to have made a discovery which, if [ can
be the first to profit by it, will bring me a recompense b-eyﬂnd all money
computation, and secure me a position such as has not been attained
by more than some fifteen or sixteen persons, since the creation of the
universe. But to this end I must possess myself of a considerable sum of
money: neither do I know how to get it, except by interesting the pub-
lic in my story, and inducing the E%Iﬂﬂtah!ﬂ to come forward and assist
me. With this hope I now publish my adventures; but I do so with great
reluctance, for I fear that my story will be doubted unless I tell the
whole of it; and vet | dare not do so, lest others with more means than
mine should get the start of me. | prefer the risk of being doubted to
that of being anticipated, and have therefore concealed my destination
on leaving Englamfaas also the point from which I began my more seri-
ous and difficult journey.

My chief consolation lies in the fact that truth bears its own im-
press, and that my story will carry conviction by reason of the internal
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evidences for its accuracy. No one who is himself honest will doubt my
being so.

[ reached my destination in one of the last months of 1868, but I
dare not mention the season, lest the reader should gather in which
hemisphere I was. The colony was one which had not %een opened up
even to the most adventurous settlers for more than eight or nine years,
having been previously uninhabited, save by a few tribes of savages who
frequented the seaboard. The part known to Europeans consisted of a
coast-line about eight hundred miles in length (affording three or four
good harbours), and a tract of country extending inland for a space
varying from two to three hundred miles, until it reached the offshoots
of an exceedingly lofty range of mountains, which could be seen from
far out upon the plains, and were covered with perpetual snow. The
coast was perfectly well known both north and south of the tract to
which I have alluded, but in neither direction was there a single har-
bour for five hundred miles, and the mountains, which descended
almost into the sea, were covered with thick timber, so that none would
think of settling,

With this bay of land, however, the case was different. The harbours
were sufficient; the country was timbered, but not too heavily; it was
admirably suited for agriculture; it also contained millions on millions
of acres of the most beautifully grassed country in the world, and of the
best suited for all manner of sheep and cattle. The climate was tem-
perate, and very healthy; there were no wild animals, nor were the
natives dangerous, being few in number and of an intelligent tractable
disposition.

It may be readily understood that when once Europeans set foot
upon this territory they were not slow to take advantage of its capabili-
ties. Sheep and cattle were introduced, and bred with extreme rapidity;
men took up their 50,000 or 100,000 acres of country, going inland one
behind the other, till in a few years there was not an acre between the
sea and the front ranges which was not taken up, and stations either for
sheep or cattle were spotted about at intervals of some twenty or thirty
miles over the whole country. The front ranges stopped the tide of
squatters for some little time; it was thought that there was too much
snow upon them for too many months in the year,—that the sheep
would get lost, the ground being too difficult for shepherding, —that
the expense of getting wool down to the ship’s side would eat up the
farmer’s profits, —and that the grass was too rough and sour for sheep
to thrive upon; but one after another determined to try the experiment,
and it was wonderful how successfully it turned out. Men pushed far-
ther and farther into the mountains, and found a very considerable
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tract inside the front range, between it and another which was loftier
still, though even this was not the highest, the great snowy one which
could be seen from out upon the plans. This second range, however,
seemed to mark the extreme limits of pastoral country; and it was here,
at a small and newly founded station, that I was received as a cadet, and
soon regularly employed. I was then just twenty-two years old.

I was delighted with the country and the manner of life. It was my
daily business to go up to the top of a certain high mountain, and down
one of its spurs on to the flat, in order to make sure that no sheep had
crossed their boundaries. I was to see the sheep, not necessarily close
at hand, nor to get them in a single mob, but to see eno h of them
here and there to feel easy that nothing had gone wrong; this was no
difficult matter, for there were not above eight hundred of them; and,
being all breeding ewes, they were pretty quiet.

There were a good many sheep which I knew, as two or three black
ewes, and a black lamb or two, and several others which had some dis-
tinguishing mark whereby I could tell them. | would try and see all
these, and if they were all there, and the mob looked large enough, I
might rest assured that all was well. It is surprising how soon the eye
becomes accustomed to missing twenty sheep out of two or three hun-
dred. I had a telescope and a dog, and would take bread and meat and
tobacco with me. Starting with early dawn, it would be night before |
could complete my round; for the mountain over which I had to go was
very high. In winter it was covered with snow, and the sheep needed no
watching from above. If I were to see sheep dung or tracks going down
on to the other side of the mountain (where there was a valley with a
stream—a mere cul de sac), | was to follow them, and look out for
sheep; but I never saw any, the sheep always descending on to their own
side, partly from habit, and partly because there was abundance of
good sweet feed, which had been burnt in the early spring, just before
[ came, and was now deliciously green and rich, while that on the other
side had never been burnt, and was rank and coarse.

It was a monotonous life, but it was very healthy; and one does not
much mind anything when one is well. The country was the grandest
that can be imagined. How often have I sat on the mountain side and
watched the waving downs, with the two white specks of huts in the dis-
tance, and the little square of garden behind them; the paddock with a
patch of bright green oats above the huts, and the yards and wool-sheds
down on the flat below; all seen as through the wrong end of a tele-
scope, so clear and brilliant was the air, or as upon a colossal model or
map spread out beneath me. Beyond the downs was a plain, going
down to a river of great size, on the farther side of which there were
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